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silently between the piled-up arms and around   the
bivouac fires.

"A sudden shriek would wake up the harassed sol-
diers and they would see in the glow of embers one of
themselves writhe on the ground like a worm trodden
on by an invisible foot. And before the dawn broke
he would be stiff and cold. Parties so visited have been
known to rise like one man, abandon the fire and run off
into the night in mute panic. Or a comrade talking to
you on the march would stammer suddenly in the
middle of a sentence, roll affrighted eyes, and fall down
with distorted face and blue lips, breaking the ranks
with the convulsions of his agony. Men were struck
in the saddle, on sentry duty, in the firing line, carrying
orders, serving the guns. I have been told that in a
battalion forming under fire with perfect steadiness for
the assault of a village, three cases occurred within
five minutes at the head of the column; and the attack
could not be delivered because the leading companies
scattered all over the fields like chaff before the wind.

"Sergeant Peter, young as he was, had a great in-
fluence over his men. It was said that the number of
desertions in the squadron in which he served was less
than in any other in the whole of that cavalry division.
Such was supposed to be the compelling example of
one man's quiet intrepidity in facing every form of
danger and terror.

"However that may be, he was liked and trusted
generally. When the end came and the remnants of
that army corps, hard pressed on all sides, were pre-
paring to cross the Prussian frontier, Sergeant Peter
had enough influence to rally round him a score of
troopers. He managed to escape with them at night,
from the hemmed-in army. He led this band through
200 miles of country covered by numerous Russian